or, A True Proteſtant Mar'yr 


O Newgatc ts ps Jack Chance was found s 


A Ang brad up dear St. Ciles popud, 
My tory s true Ye it who can, 
= faucy lenring billinſgato uan, 
er botom glowd with heart felt Joy, 
Wheu firſt (fie beheld the lovely hoy, 
Then home the priſe ſhe ftreat did bring, 
And they all allow'd he was Juil the thing. 


At twelve years old as we ar? told, 
The youth wes fiurdy flont and Jbeid, 
He hal leant to curſe to ſweare to fight, 
And every tiung but read and write, 
Wh 444. | 
A crow end nap a clout unfeen, -- 
And what he got he home would bring, 
And they all alle ved he was Juſt the thing. 


but when he grcw to man's eſtate 
His mind it rand on ſomething grest, 

A thicving theu he ſcornꝰd to tramp, 

$0 hired a pad aud weut on the ſcamp,. 

To ſtrut iu the park was all his pride, 

With a flamaxy whore ſtuck by his fide, 

Ai clubs he ali flaſh forgs would ſiug, | 
And they all allowed he was Juſt the thing, 


7 His manual exerciſe he has gone thras 
bote bridewell, pump, and horſe pon too, 
His back has oheu feit the ſmart, " 
of {'ycduru ſtriugge at the tale of a cart, 
He flood the putter, but that is no matter, 
He gammond the twelve and work'd on wate 
but a pardou he got from a Grocious King, 
And —— Jadk was Juſt che thiug. 


blue cockado in hat well aim'd for war, 
With bludgon Hout or Iron bar, | 
To head a mob he uevef? would fail, 
At guttiug a maſs-houſe or buruiug a Jaol, 
hut a vie he fell to his country's laws. 
And dwb at laſt in a reiigeous uauſe, 
No popery mede the blade to ſwing, | 
Ane when tuck'd up he was Jult the Thing 


cs clean he'd ſlip between. 


